and faker of ancient pictures that Italy has ever produced.
We climbed many stairs to his studio in an attic and found
him concocting his * imitationi*, which so many dealers have
sold as genuine, one of them being said to have deceived
even Berenson. A little old man like a dried walnut, grind-
ing his own colours and preparing his panels and producing
things of exquisite beauty. I bought John the head of a
Botticelli angel which may be vainly sought for among the
master's works, and we commissioned a copy of tie
Madonna and Child of Sano di Pietro in the Oratory of
San Bernardino at Siena.
Then as a complete contrast we would go to Viareggio
with its hideous gimcrack modernity, and be quite as happy
there as we were in Siena or Florence. There was nothing
to do and nothing to see except blue skies and the still bluer
Tyrrhenian Sea. But the amazingly pure air was an un-
failing restorative and we would walk, or drive for miles
along the shoddy sea-front and come in hungry as hunters
to superlatively good food. To hot fried sparnocchi fresh
frogi the surf and other things almost as delectable ,.. and
then there was always the case full of books and we lay on
our beds with wide open windows and I read aloud for
hours on end and saw the tension fading from John's face
and the sunburn making her eyes look blue, and blessed
the hideous and tawdry Viareggio.
It was from Viareggio that we went one day to Lucca,
but that was as kte as the winter of 1938, when, for some
cause that was still a mystery to us both, the air of Viareggio
had not performed its miracle and John was patiently trying
to conceal from me the fact of her continued and unac-
countable weariness.
We drove to Lucca that day in a hired car and saw the
cathedral and Uaria del Caretto and we found and saw
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